EXTREMES MEET

is my love." She fancied he was going to draw her to
him and shuddered violently, " No, please, please/' she
cried. " Don't take my arm, please! Don't touch me,
please! If you cannot give me a passport to be English,
please then to go away from me, I cannot be going with
German rnens because I hate them, and I cannot be going
with English mens because I am loving Arthur. I must
only be going with mens for whom I can feel no hating,
no loving, but just nothing at all."

She flung herself down among the pillows in a passion
of wild sobs. Waterlow sat moodily regarding her. He
was, indeed, having a struggle with himself not to promise
her the passport she so greatly desired if only she would
cease crying and look up at him with a smile. He was
remembering the way he had mocked Arthur for calling
her a leaf tossed hither and thither. And yet that was
what she seemed, lying here on this bed, a pale gold birchen
leaf tossed hither and thither by the winds of war to lie
still at last in this windless house, to shrivel and rot at last
in this dark airless corner of Europe. Sentiment! Senti-
ment! That was the devil with these slim golden girls.
What did it matter if she were tossed hither and thither ?
It was her very inability to resist that gave her half this
fragile charm. It was sensual weakness that lent her this
false virgin air. To yield to such weakness and helpless-
ness would merely be self-indulgence. Still, what he was
going to ask her to do was horrible. Sentiment! Senti-
ment! J la guerre comme a la guerre! That was where
the French scored. They were cruel as a woman is cruel.
Still . . . still . . .

He braced himself.

" Listen, Queenie," he said coldly. " There is only
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